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54 BRADLEY, 

A more unpretentious volume, both in matter and outward guise, is 
Nixon Waterman's " Some Home-Made Poems," a collection of short 
poems, partly in dialect, many of them humorous, which have seen the 
light before in the pages of The Overland, Puck, and some of our best 
children's magazines, and are now brought together through the services 
of the Greenleaf Company. Mr. Waterman strikes the common chord, the 
one which always meets with a response, and sings of home and its sim- 
plest pleasures and duties ; of the charms of field and sky, the varying 
moods of nature, in pleasing fashion, as in his "Once in a While," the 
first verse of which runs thus : — 

" Once in a while the sun shines out. 

And the arching skies are a perfect blue ; 
Once in a while 'mid clouds of doubt 

Hope's brightest stars come peeping through ; 
Our paths lead down by the meadows fair. 

Where the sweetest blossoms nod and smile. 
And we lay aside our cross of care 

Once in a while." 

It is a long time since a more beautiful triolet has been written than 
"A Rose to the Living." 

A rose to the livmg is more 

Than sumptuous wreaths to the dead 
In filling love's infinite store. 

A rose to the living is more. 
If graciously given before 

The hungering spirit is fled, — 
A rose to the living is more 

Than sumptuous wreaths to the dead. 

If the triolet is beautiful, what prettier fancy could there be than "The 
Butterfly's Toilet" } 

Oh, butterfly, how do you, pray. 
Your wings so pretdly array .' 
Where do you find the paints from which 
To mix your colors warm and rich ? 

The butterfly in answer said, 
" The roses lend me pink and red. 
The violets their deepest blue. 
And every flower its choicest hue 

" My palette is a rose-leaf fair. 
My brush is formed of maiden-hair. 
And dewdrops shining in the grass. 
Serve nicely for a looking-glass." 

THE DAY DREAMER. 

This age, with its passion for analysis of character, its 

fondness for psychological studies, has not, for many a day, listened to what 
the day-dreamer murmured, nor cared very much to know whether he still 
existed ; yet he still lies beneath the trees listening to the forest, or sits gazing 
into the dying embers, careless of the world of commerce and strife. 
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Such an one is £. Hough, whose visions, entitled " The Singing Mouse 
Stories," have been published by the Forest and Stream Company. Mr. 
Hough has a pretty 6ncy, whose exercise is a perpetual pleasure to him 5 he 
has a quick ear for the voices of nature, and is alert in observing her changing 
moods, which he notes for the benefit of duller mortals. The book is bound 
in green buckram, with cover stamp (which we reproduce) in gold. 
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NEW NOVELS. 

Among recent romances are three of English parentage, 
all treating of love from their different points of view. The most dashing 
of the trio is, undoubtedly, "A Lady of Quality," by Frances Hodgson 
Burnett, in which the author sets herself a task she executes but lamely. 
She would represent not only the costumes and habits of the age of Addison 
and Steele, a task comparatively easy, but revive the &shion of speech and 
the somewhat robust morals of the period also, a feat for which the author 
is quite incompetent. When Mrs. Burnett talks of brocades and laces, 
diamonds and pearls, she is in her element, but she fails in reproducing the 
spirit of the day she paints, and strives by the use of coarse speech to atone 
for the absence of the real flavor of strength and vitality that made the 
work of Fielding and SmoUet acceptable. 

Mrs. Burnett's story is not dull ; it bristles with action from beginning 
to end. Clorinda is a sumptuous piece of flesh and blood, but nothing more, 
and the plot is a good one of its kind. 

The publishers of the book, the Scribners, would have done well to have 
remembered the taste of the "Lady of So^l'ty." a"** 6'™" '•■* '"'"'''"8 
something of that richness of color she so much affected, instead of the 
rather painful green and white, and ugly emblazonment of gilt. They 
partly make up for this lack by the niceness of their type ; a good point, 
which is followed by the Roberts Brothers in their setting of " Eflie 
Hetherington," by Robert Buchanan. This is not like Mrs. Burnett's 
novel, the record of a triumphant beauty, but of a modern Lilith who 



